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Author's Notes: 

Well, | wrote this eons ago, but haven't posted it so | figured why not since | haven't posed in forever. Not 
that there are many Maiden fans around sadly, but if you are and if you dig Steve x Bruce, here's something 
fluffy and mildly cheesy for you 3) 


Steve bit the inside of his lip, breathing in deeply to attempt soothe his nerves. Settling in one of the two 
offered arm chairs opposite the starstruck reporter, he rubbed his clammy palms against the arm rests. 
Next to him, Bruce took a seat; neatly folding his legs with an almost eager gleam in his eye. He'd wanted to do 
this for decades, not a trace of worry grazing his features. The bassist wished he could have possessed he 


same carefree glee regarding what they were about to do. * 
Swallowing hard, Steve smiled awkwardly when Bruce glanced his way and the singer offered a wide bright 
white beam in return before the camera man gave the go ahead sign that they were recording. The bassist 


shifted in his seat, trying to calm his rapidly beating heart. 


"Hello, we're on air tonight with not one, but two heavy metal legends. Welcome, Bruce Dickinson and Steve 


Harris of Iron Maiden," said the interviewer as he extended his right arm out to shake hands with the other 


men. Steve prayed the guy wouldn't notice his sweating. 


The reporter looked young, not much more than 25. That said, he wore a Somewhere In Time themed tee so 
likely he was a fan, or doing his best to pass for one. He could have been digging Maiden since the cradle 
though, Steve wouldn't know, but he looked more into modern metal. Short spikey hair, tattooed sleeves. All 
that jazz. It felt uncomfortable, knowing what the true intent of this interview was. A revelation of sorts, one 
Bruce had been pleading for ever since ‘86. The singer had finally got what he wanted, and he seemed to be 
humming with contentment and pride over finally being able to come clean. Steve was much less pleased, much 
more terrified, though he'd never outright admit it. He was doing this more for Bruce than for himself, more 
for them as a unit. He hoped it'd pay off, despite how people might perceive them once the cat was out of the 
bag. He hoped the reporter, whose name badge read Chad, would be more accepting and understanding than his 


appearance suggested 


‘Its pretty incredible to be seated across a couple of living legends such as yourself!" Chad exclaimed, his 
excitement all too obvious but he quickly caught himself. "You two are off tour at the moment | believe, does 


this mean the band is working on new material?" 


"Well, yes and no, | suppose," Bruce was quick to reply, and Steve was ever so grateful for the smaller man's 
sharp tongue and quick thinking. "Me and ‘Arry have been penning a bit of lyrics, but nothing is official yet and 
the rest of the blokes haven't been called in. We figured we might need a bit of time, just the two of us, to 
put our heads together, you know? But it's going well, I'd say!" 


Bruce gave one of those genuine, boisterous laughs he tended to resort to when excited, and Steve noticed him 
tapping his leg constantly, unable to sit still. He himself leant back into his arm chair, spreading his legs and 
looking down at the floor. The more Bruce took the wheel and steered the conversation, the better. The bassist 
had never felt very comfortable with this sort of arrangement, put on spot and asked questions he'd heard a 


million times. 


Or, new ones he didn't know quite how to respond to. He wasn't the theatrical people person Bruce was, and 
was content as a wallflower staying in the background. The interviewer didn't seem to want to stick to that 


however, because he turned his full attention to the bassist, taking him aback. 
"So, Steve, seeing as the last album was such a massive hit, how are you planning on following it up?" 


Steve tensed up for a brief moment, feeling like a deer caught in the headlights as all eyes fell on him. Clearing 


his throat, he gave a noncomittal shrug. 


"Well, y Know, | wouldn't say we go into the studio thinkin’ we're gon’ make a platinum record or wotever, 
y'know? We go on wif the material we ‘ave, try it out an' make changes accordingly, y'know. At the moment, | 
s'pose we don't ‘ave enough ta quite know the s'posed theme, yet, but me an’ Bruce are ponderin' it, y'know? 


Workin’ our way frough it, seein’ wot works or wotever. Just fer now, y'know." 


Steve felt as if he was going off topic, missing the mark and his dark eyes subtly sought Bruce's from 
beneath his curly bangs, sending an almost desperate plea for help. The tension wore off when the singer 


immediately picked up on it. 


"Yeah, we just fancy working and making music and enjoying ourselves. We don't try to make the best bloody 
record to kick the former one's arse, what would we get out of that? We're not in the business to sell as 
many albums as possible, we're in because it makes us happy to play and to write new material to share with 
the fans. Creating is what drives us." 


"Okay." the reporter seemed to be stalling, looking confused as he glanced down at his paper cards for 
guidance. "So.. if you're not directly working on new material, how come your manager was so urgent on getting 


you guys booked? Of course it's amazing having you here, but.” 


Chad must definitely be new on the job, poor kid. Steve almost felt bad, he didn't mean to make some rookie 
reporter lose track of his own interview but if it'd been up to him, he would have handpicked someone a tad 
more experienced. Someone who could handle the new information about to come their way. Once more, he 
gave Bruce a quick glance in need of guidance and the singer nodded subtly. It was time. No more lies, no more 


hiding. No more secrets. 


"Actually, we came here to speak of more personal matters, and to open up a bit on our private lives. Its been 
haunting us both, me and good ol' Steve, for the past thirty years and we thought it's time to let bygones be 
bygones," said the singer, and Steve clenched his jaw as he watched the other man's expression turn more 


serious. 


Chad looked confused, eyebrows furrowed but he nodded; all ears. Steve straightened up in his seat, and he 
watched Bruce as well; putting his fate in the younger man to handle this with the delicate grace it deserved. 
Perhaps grace wasn't one of Bruce's divine strengths, but he was a smooth conversationer so for him ease 


them into the subject was the ideal route to take. Holding his breath, the bassist waited. 


"To understand the importance of what we're going to tell you, you'd have to go back to ‘Bb. It was an 
incredibly stressful tour, but no doubt a successful one. And, well, a lot of self discovery. Especially for poor 
‘Arry," said Bruce and tilted his head briefly in the older man's direction "A lot of stress, a lot of pressure. A 


lot of time away from home. A lot of temptation, so to speak" 


Chad nodded, still completely unaware of where this was heading and Steve clasped his hands; praying to 
whatever all seeing deity might be up there for this to blow over well. Or, as well as it possibly could. 


"So, there we are. Birds waiting for us back home, and we start to.. notice things. Eventually, it turns into 


feelings and desires that you can't quite control, if you know the drill?" 


"You mean the temptation of groupies..? " the reporter asked insecurely, searching both men's faces for any 


trace of validation. 


"No. No, sometimes you find that sort of.. pull somewhere unexpected. Bit closer to home, | suppose.” 


Steve felt almost nauseous, his mouth dry and his throat itching. He wanted to cough and clear it, but knew 
that'd make the situation even more awkward. More suspicious, and he didn't want to draw the attention to 
himself. Didn't want the final verdict of the confession to fall on him. Feared getting too involved, despite the 
fact that this was as much on his shoulders as Bruce's. His fingers still felt cold, and he clutched his hands 
together almost painfully tight until the knuckles turned white. 


"Sometimes, you don't even expect or see it coming. It just pops up, and you realize you always knew but you 
weren't prepared for the realization And you're startled by the weight of it, but eventually, you cope and 
figure out how it fits into the bigger picture. That's.. what happened to myself, and to Steve." 


Chad was scowling now, looking as if he was desperately trying to put two and two together. A couple of 
seconds went by, although to Steve, they felt like hours dragging on. He had begun on worry his lips with his 
teeth, peering in Bruce's direction and noticing the almost reassuring look the singer was sending back. He 
forced himself not to tremble, not to go into panic mode. This was necessary, this was the final step. It had to 


be done. And then, the reporter's expression changed. 


"You see, me and Harry had been ripping at each others heels ever since the bloody beginning. Screaming and 
shouting and clashing. We just couldn't seem to get a break, couldn't get along. And then, the tour came and | 
suppose we both worried we'd wear one another out. Eventually, we got a bit too drunk somewhere during the 
first chunk of it. The first leg, and we're together, just the two of us. Getting along, having a good time. 
Getting... well, a little too close. And each night, we keep walking that line. A little too close, a little too chummy. 
A little too physical. 


"Shit... are you saying what | think you're saying..?" 


Chad's eyes were wide as saucers, almost unblinking as he leant forward. As if he couldn't believe his ears, and 
Steve sank further back into the armchair. He wanted to disappear, almost regretted coming here. Bracing 
himself, he thought of Bruce. He thought of the singer's face when he finally agreed to exposing themselves, 
when he finally gave the smaller man what he had dreamt of for so many years. 


The glow in the singer's eyes in that moment had told him it was going to be worth it. He held onto that 
memory, clung to the image of Bruce's glowing amber eyes in the dimlit bedroom, half snuggled up beneath the 
blanket. With his gray hair tousled and messy. So childlike, so hopeful and almost innocent. Now, the man was 
nodding slowly. 


"Yeah. One night, we finally crossed that line. And after that, we couldn't stop. Couldn't get enough. And we're 
here right now because.. as rough as things were in the 40s, as much as we fell out, we found our way back 


together. Eventually, through hard work. And we don't want to live a bloody lie anymore." 


Steve almost flinched when Bruce reached over to put his hand on top of his. He froze, at first hesitant but 
then he realized it was stupid. Their intentions were bared, and so he unclasped his hands and accepted the 


gesture. Tangling their fingers, the bassist clung to the younger man. Needed this link between them like he 


needed air to breathe. 


And suddenly, he wasn't afraid. Instead, Steve found he wanted to be the one to spell it out. He wanted to put 
the final nail in the coffin. Maiden was his baby, and if their confession was going to kill her, he would be the 
one to do it. He'd give her the proper send off. Not Bruce, not the reporter. Him. 


"Me an’ Bruce are a couple. ‘Ave been fer thirty one years, on an' off," he mumbled, giving the reporter a 


dead serious glance that even he was surprised he knew how to muster up. 


Chad gasped. The recording team gasped. The camera man looked as if he was about to drop the camera The 
room felt tense, too small and the air was suffocating. Forcing himself not to lose his mind, Steve turned his 
head towards Bruce. It was his saving grace. The singer's face was serene, his eyes oddly calm and content. 
There was a small smile of relief playing on his lips, as if a burden had been lifted off of his shoulders. And 
Steve realized that in a sense, that was what had occurred. They were free. No more running around, no more 
forbidden stolen moments in concealed areas. No more confining their affection to hotel rooms out of view. No 
more fear of being discovered if they were too friendly on stage. No more watching their tongues during 


future interviews. It dawned on the bassist, hit him like a ton of bricks. 
"But... you're both in relationships..?" Chad stammered after what felt like an eternity of silence. 


"Paddy knows. She's always known, and she's been very understanding about it. She always knew Steve was, well, 
frankly, the love of my life. She always knew he'd come first," the singer stated matter of factly, his thumb 
tenderly stroking the back of Steve's hand as he spoke. 


The reporter's eyes turned to Steve, the bassist feeling on edge. 


"Em.. Em knows. | wosn't in, uh, a relationship wif Bruce when | met ‘er, but.. | told ‘er, an’ she.. encouraged me, 
| spose, ta try ta persue ‘im again.. don't ask me why, | wouldn't know, y'know. S'pose thats why we never 


married. She, uh, knew | wosn't ‘ers.. or wotever" 


Steve averted his eyes quickly, ducking his head and trying his best to hide behind his curls when he felt the 
colour begin to bleed into his cheeks. They burnt red hot, the embarrassment washing over him. This was 
such a personal, private matter. One of the many reasons for him putting it off being his unwillingness to 


outright share intimate details. He wasn't comfortable with this, but what choice did he have? 
"She.. she's been swell, really.. but she's never been, well, uh, she's never been Bruce." 


"Wow, this.. this is a lot to take in, fuck.." Chad seemed to be stuck, lost for words. "Do.. | mean, the other 


band members? The crew? The fans? Are they aware?" 


"The blokes? Yes. Rod, and the security? Yes. The producers, the crew? Probably. The fans? No, probably not. 
Or they knew but didn't want to believe it, didn't know how go accept it. Now, | suppose they have to, one way 


or another." 


Bruce's voice was determined, his fighter attitude shining through. His stubbornness daring anyone to protest, 
and Steve appreciated it. Appreciated how Bruce had words for the things he didn't. Could speak about matters 
that left the bassist tongue tied. He squeezed the singer's hand to let him know he was grateful for it. 


"We're tired of walking on bloody eggshells, if this is the end of Maiden, for whatever reason, it's been a great 
ride. We'll continue playing as much as we can, it all depends on how many people want to come see us now 


that the truth is out," Bruce continued, being very direct with what he meant. 


"| “ope... the fans won't abandon ship, but fer those ‘oo might.. it's their bludi loss," Steve added, almost shocked 
by his own brash statement. 


Bruce turned to him with raised eyebrows, no doubt just as surprised, but then he smiled. His dimples showing 
full force, his eyes soft and affectionate. Steve couldn't help but look back, and hold the stare. The corners of 
his lips tugged upwards, his eyes crinkling; the same butterflies fluttering in his belly that he had first been 
made aware of thirty plus years ago. They might not be as wild but they were still present, Bruce still had 
that effect on him. 


"Wow. You two are honestly really brave, coming out like this. | have to tell you that, if | were you, I'd be 
fucking terrified. Wow. Congratulations," said Chad, breaking both of the men out of their spell. "Just, you know, 


a personal question.. how in love are you?" 


Steve blinked, his face growing hotter and Bruce burst out laughing, his roaring belly laughter that Chad 
immediately joined in with. It was such an odd question, such a strange situation, and soon the bassist found he 


too had begun to chuckle softly. Suddenly, he wasn't as nervous. He wasn't as afraid of judgment. 


He had Bruce now, and for each fan that turned their back, another one would react as Chad the reporter. The 
young aspiring interviewer. The fan who was curious to know how in love they were even after such as long 


time. It was bizarre, absurd. And endearing. 


"Wow, bloody hell." Bruce wheezed, wiping his eyes with both hands before shifting to wrap an arm around the 
bassist's shoulders and tug him close. "With this fucking twat? I'm over the bloody moon," he laughed and the 
planted a big sloppy wet kiss on Steve's cheek. 


Steve felt flustered, shy, embarrassed - and happy. Overwhelmingly happy; giddy almost. He giggled, leaning into 


Bruce's half embrace and not missing the amused expression on Chad's face. 


‘I'd say the same, | s'pose.." he murmured softly, laughing a bit louder when Bruce kissed his cheek again, 


almost hiding his face against the singer's shoulder afterwards. 


Whatever happened next, they'd be alright. Maybe not perfect, maybe not even great - but they'd survive. 
Never again would their relationship be a dirty little secret. 


